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Chapter One: Black Coffee 


| hadn’t seen Mike in a long time. It'd have to have been like twelve years, or 
maybe thirteen, since he quit on us. 

No, now that | thought about it, it had to have been fourteen years ago. Yeah, 
fourteen. 

Because our first tour was fourteen years ago. And Mike quit on us, like, two 
weeks before we were supposed to go on that first tour. 

Fucking prick. 

At least we found someone to fill in for us. If we hadn't found someone and 
had to cancel the whole tour then | think | may have actually killed him. I'd be lying 
if | said | didn’t think about it back then. At least in the moment. 

Sure, we sounded like shit with the fill-in guy, but at least we still got to go on 
the tour. Our /ast tour may have been the big one, but it wouldn't have been 
possible without that first tour. 

When Mike quit he didn't give us a real reason. Just some bullshit about how 
he had some personal things to deal with, and how he wasn't going to be able to 
focus on music for a while. After that all | really got was a text on my birthday each 
year, the rare reply to texts | sent, and a phone call each time we released an 


album. So two phone calls. 
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It was actually Ricky's mom who found out what had happened. She had 
been friends with Mike’s mom since, like, forever. She didn’t bother telling us the 
reason until after we got back from the tour, but it turns out that Mike had knocked 
up his girlfriend. Mike’s mom was as much of a hardass as she was Catholic so she 
gave him two options. He could either get a real job and raise his kid, or he could 
get the fuck out of her house and she would raise it for him. 

So he pawned his drums and got a real job. 

Anyways, | was in town for a few days catching up with some other people 
and decided to shoot him a text; like | usually do when | was in town for a few days. 

| was honestly surprised when | actually heard back from him. We talked for 
a bit and | eventually asked him if he’d be down to go grab some coffee 
somewhere; like | usually do when | was in town and when he actually responded to 
my text. | was even more surprised when he not only agreed, but set a time and 
place. 

Sure, he chose the day that | was leaving to go back home, but whatever. 

Pretty much every time that we agreed to go out for coffee my very text next 
asking what time would work for him never got a reply. The rare occasion that we 
did actually set a time ended up with him flaking. Either canceling at the last minute 
or just not showing up at all and sending some half assed apology. The first few 


times it happened | was disappointed, but eventually | just accepted it for what it 
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was. Mike just became a flake. | mean, he had always been a little flaky, but | guess 
it had gotten worse. 

Apparently | talked about it so much that the coffee thing became kind of a 
running joke among my friends back in Portland who knew - or rather, knew of - 
Mike. 

The latest spot for my likely disappointment was this cafe right next to the 
corner of North Main Street and West Idaho Avenue. The place that Ricky used to 
do open mic poetry nights. At least until we all got kicked out after he read a poem 
that Mike and | wrote. A poem which described - in great detail - the stages of 
decomposition that roadkill goes through; from its death at the hands of some 
asshole in a lifted truck, to the day it's finally scraped off the pavement and into the 
back of another lifted truck. The poem was called ‘Road Pizza’, and | still think that it 
was some of the best writing of our youth, even if the owners of the place 
disagreed. 

Sure, | don’t actually know if the content of the poem was the actual reason 
we got kicked out, or if it was the fact that Mike and | made a scene. We just couldn't 
help but laugh at the faces everyone else made. They looked disgusted, and we 
thought it was the funniest shit ever. 


We never did get a chance to ask before we got kicked out. 
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| don’t think they recognized me when | came in here, but | wasn't trying to 
find out either and ruin my chance to see Mike. When they threw us out they said 
we were banned for life, and | wasn't dead yet. 

| sat out on the patio just next to the little fountain they had on the corner 
and waited. It was kind of cold, but at least here | could smoke my cigarette. It was 
one of the few vices | had left. 

Mike was about fifteen minutes late, but to his credit, he actually showed up. 
I'd be lying if | said | wasn’t excited to finally see him after more than a decade. For 
fuck’s sake, his daughter was now as old as we were when we first met. 

When | saw him start walking up | took one last long drag from my cigarette 
before snuffing it out in the ashtray. | stood up. “How's it been, man!?” 

“I'm good. How about you, Travis? How have you been doing?” 

We did that awkward guy-hug thing that’s at least part handshake. 

“I'm living.” | said as we both sat down. 

“| heard you got your own studio over in Portland now, right? 

‘Yeah. For a few years now. | know I've told you before” | smirked. 

‘Yeah, you probably have. Well, in any case, I’m glad to see one of us stayed 
with the music at least. After everything that’s happened.” 


| nodded. “So how’s your daughter?” 
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He seemed to be a little annoyed after | asked that. Maybe he thought that | 
was implying that his daughter was one of the things that happened. I'll accept that, 
on some level, maybe | do. But that’s not why | asked. At least not why | think | 
asked. Consciously, y'know? 

“She's good. She's good.” 

There was a bit of a pause, and | took a sip from the coffee | had already 
ordered. | wasn't going to suffer through decaffeination just because Mike was 
going to be late - if he was even going to show up at all - so! ordered as soon as | 
got here. 

| decided to break the silence with a bit of reminiscing. “Remember this place 
dude?” 

He chucked a little bit. “I do, yeah. | especially remember when they threw us 
out of here.” 

“So why'd you pick it.” 

“| dunno. | thought it was fitting.” He chuckled again. “Memories and all.” 

“Remember how pissed Ricky was after?” 

“Oh yeah.” Mike tossed his head back and nodded while smiling, like he was 
trying to remember every detail. “He ripped into us the entire night afterwards. All 


about how we ruined his favorite open mic place for him.” 
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“| mean, fuck, dude. He went along with it. He was laughing when we were 
planning the whole thing. | don’t know why he was so pissed.” 

“Teenagers don't think about consequences until they’re biting them in the 
ass. 

| laughed. “Yeah, | bet you know that better than anyone.” 

Mike gave me this kind of polite smile. “Yeah, | guess so.” 

He probably thought | was talking about him having a kid again. | still didn’t 
think that’s exactly what | meant though. 

| was glad that before there was another awkward pause the waiter came 
over to get our orders. His first, my second. Mike ordered some avocado toast and 
some black tea, and | just got a refill on my coffee. 

He gave me another one of those polite smiles. “I wasn’t able to get breakfast 
this morning. Today's my day off, nothing to do, and | tried to sleep in before this. 
But Lilly missed the carpool to soccer practice, and, well, you know.” 

| didn't. 

Alright, | knew what he meant. That he had to drive her to soccer practice. | 
wasn't a fucking idiot. But | just wasn't able to re/ate to that specific experience. 

Also | was kind of glad that he reminded me of his daughter’s name. | think 
I'd be kind of an asshole if | forgot the name of the daughter of someone who was 


supposed to be one of my best friends. 
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Could | still really consider him one of my best friend’s though? Would he 
even consider me one of his? Like, | know that we went through so much together, 
but it's been years since we've done anything together, let alone even seen each 
other. 

Who knows. Another question for therapy. 

“So is it just the one? Or...” 

“For now, yeah. Just the one. But Sam and | have been talking, and | think we 
might be ready for another one.” He sounded a little excited at the last part. 

Damn, | had forgotten his wife’s name too. Did I even ever know it? | mean, 
we all just called her Mike’s Girlfriend back then, so | seriously didn’t know if | ever 
knew it. Fuck, even when they got married | just referred to her as Mike’s Wife 
afterwards. 

It would have been nice to be invited to the wedding, but whatever. 

Shit, maybe the fact that | didn’t even know her fucking name was one of the 
reasons why | wasn't invited. Wait? How long have they been married? 

“Wow, really? How do you even know when you're ready for something like 
that?” 

He shrugged. “I guess part of it is that you have to make yourself ready for it. 
Because, it doesn’t matter if you want it or not, you've got to be the one to deal with 


it.” 
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In Portland it'd only cost me a few hundred bucks to deal with it. Not eighteen 
years of my life. 

“Well, good luck man. | hope it all works out for you two.” 

“It's been working out fine so far.” 

‘Yeah, | guess so.” 

Mike gave me yet another polite smile. “Look man, | get it.” 

“Get what?” 

“| get that you're still kind of pissed off at me.” 

“Man, that’s not it, just...” 

“Travis, look....” He sighed. “...even if you don’t want to admit it, | Know that 
part of you must still resent me for quitting the band. You may not be able to hear 
it in your voice, but | can.” 

“Mike...” 

“Just know that | wouldn't change a second of it. Lilly is the best thing that 
happened to me.” 

“Is that why you haven't been showing up any time we planned something 
like this?” 


He was silent. 
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“Do you think | only wanted to grab coffee with you to chew you out for 
making your own decision? | just wanted to catch up, man. We haven't seen each 
other in so long, and...” 

“Alright, I'm sorry | got so defensive. Maybe | was reading into something that 
wasn't actually there. | don’t know.” 

“We both got our problems, man. It’s fine.” 

| lit up another cigarette and we both sat there for a second in silence. Both 
of us sipping at our drinks, him picking at his plate. | gestured the pack of cigarettes 
towards him, but he declined with a wave of his hand. 

“| quit a few years ago. Lilly’s ninth birthday present. She kept asking me to 
quit, so | did.” 

| nodded. “Good for you, man. These things are stupid. Do you want me to 
put this out then?” 

“Nah, it’s fine.” 

“You sure?” 

‘Yeah, it's fine, man. They'd still be in control if | let someone smoking in front 
of me make me start again.” 

| laughed a little bit. “So you didn’t just quit, you kicked their ass!” 

He chucked. “I guess so, yeah. Have you ever thought of quitting?” 


“All the time.” 
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“So what's stopping you?” 

“It’s just about the only thing | have left these days.” 

“Well if you ever want to, there's this great audiobook that helped me finally 
kick them.” 

“Are you talking about one of those book-on-tape hypnosis things?” 

“| guess you could call it that. But it worked for me.” 

| shrugged and took a long inhale. | was careful to blow it away from Mike. 

We sat in silence for a second before something popped in my head. “Hey, 
remember Ag?” 

“Ag? That kid from Idaho Falls who used to drive four hours just to come to 
our shows?” 

‘Yeah, him. He's fronting a band down in San Francisco now. | just recorded 
their latest EP.” 

“Really? | thought he joined the Marines.” 

‘Yeah, he did. Got stationed in San Diego, and then - get this - he got 
discharged when they found him banging hookers in the barracks.” 

Mike was silent for a second. If | had to guess, he was imagining Ag’s antics in 
great detail. 

For fuck’s sake, anyone who was at any of the shows towards the end of 


Mike’s run with us could easily imagine it. 
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Ag had made a name for himself across the state as the guy who would strip 
down buck naked, cover himself with flour, and charge into the mosh pit. So we all 
had gotten plenty of good looks at what he was working with. 

Ag actually ended up getting arrested after one of our shows, when he took 
his act out onto the streets of Boise. He got sent somewhere - | don't know if it was 
juvy or a psych ward - and after he got out, joined the Marines. | only got back in 
touch with him - and heard about what he had been doing since - by chance when 
emailed me asking to record his band. 

“Damn.” 

“Yeah.” 

Mike and | talked for a bit more, mostly about the old days until he told me 
that he had to go. A doctor's appointment or some shit. 

Alright, like, | mean, he told me that he had the whole day free, but whatever. 
| decided that | wasn't going to push it. 

Maybe I'll see him again in another fourteen years. 

No point in arguing and making it twenty eight. 

| stayed and got another coffee. 


Because why not? 
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Chapter Two: Lost In Nostalgia 


The cold February weather made one particular story stand out in my 
memories. It was this show we played, like, fifteen years ago in Port Townsend, 
Washington. A few months before Mike quit. 

Our name had finally started to get out there and we were playing bigger and 
bigger shows. No tours yet, but we sure weren't above driving hours just to play a 
one-off out-of-town-er, at least when we thought it was worth it. And when Ricky 
told us that he got us booked on this huge festival that was supposed to be right 
outside of Seattle, we thought that was the kind of thing that was worth it. 

Nine hours later and we got to this, like, five streetlight town that wasn't 
actually outside Seattle. It was across the fucking water from Seattle. 

| don’t know why any of us didn’t check a fucking map beforehand. 

It was probably because we were all baked. When we booked the show. 
When we drove up to it. When we got there. We were baked all the time. 

Whatever. Dumb mistakes like that always lead to the best stories, even if in 
the moment we're pissed off. 

Still, even after we got there, and realized where the fuck we were, we 


decided to stay. We were already there, so why not? 
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The festival wasn't actually all that huge either. Turnout was low. Our set was 
okay, but not great. The small crowd barely moved. Overall, it was like one of those 
low energy bar shows we came to expect in Boise on, like, a Wednesday night. The 
only problem here is it was Friday night. And we had never played such a weak 
show on a Friday night. Fucking never. 

At least they gave us a green room. Free pizza, free beer, and thankfully no ID 
checks. Shit, Ricky was the oldest of us and he was only nineteen. 

We hung out and talked with some of the other bands that were playing the 
fest but mostly stuck around Relapsor. At least | think that’s how their name was 
spelled. Actually, it might have had a‘Z’ in it? Relapzor? | don’t remember. Who can 
keep up with every band with a misspelled or weirdly spelled name. Especially 
when they just swap an ‘S’ for a ‘Z’. How fucking original. Bravo. 

However it was that they spelled their name, we hung around them because 
we knew them. They were from Portland, and any time they came to Boise we 
would play with them, and vice versa. We would open each time since they were 
bigger than us back then, but | wasn’t trying to measure dicks with guys who | 
considered my friends, especially when they gave us so much support. 


If it wasn’t for them, | don’t think we would have ever even gotten to tour. 
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Fuck, now that | thought about it, if it wasn’t for them, | don’t think | would 
have ever moved to Portland. It would have never even crossed my mind if they 
hadn't shown us all the cool shit there. 

It sucks that both their frontman and their lead guitarist turned out to be sex 
pests and ruined any shot they had though. But last | heard, the rhythm section was 
doing good in their new band. 

They played this Powerviolence shit that would never get them anywhere, but 
it’s still cool fucking music. | asked them if they ever wanted a place to record, my 
studio was open. But they always turned me down. They said they wanted this 
band to be an experience. Something you could only get live, not through a record. 

| didn’t get it, but, good for them | guess. 

After our set their bassist gave me this fat fucking joint. 

Like | said, we were all baked all the time. But the weed we could get in Idaho 
was ditchweed and this joint was pure legal shit from Oregon. Much, much, much 
stronger. But | thought | could handle it. 

He looked at me as he handed it over. “Shit’s fire, dude.” 

“Fuckin’ A, man. You want to spark this shit with me?” 

“Nah, I’m good. | took like twenty of these with me and just smoked two of 
them over there.” He gestured towards the pier. “Shit’s legal here too. Smoke 


anywhere.” 
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“You sure?” 

‘Yeah, man I’m good. | also dropped a tab like an hour ago and I'm starting to 
feel it. Go enjoy that shit.” 

“Alright.” | smelled the joint he just handed to me. It smelled fucking fantastic. 
‘Wait, did you just say you dropped a tab?” 

“Fuck yeah, dude.” 

“God damn, you guys haven't gone on yet though.” 

‘Yeah, and?” 

“Well fuckin’ alright.” 

He always did shit like that. He was always smoking joints, and - at least on 
every show we played with them - took a tab of acid or a handful of mushrooms 
before they played. No one else | ever knew could sound so good while so fucked 
up. They always sounded fantastic. 

| didn’t go to the same pier that he did. Sure, it was legal, but | was only, like, 
eighteen, and | didn’t want to risk getting popped by some cops for fucking 
underage smoking and get the whole show shut down. 

So | walked a few blocks away from the venue on Water Street until | found 
this church. | sat on the stairs on its side, glanced around for a second until | was 


sure no one saw me, and then lit up the joint. 
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About halfway through | realized that | made a mistake. | definitely couldn't 
handle it. 

But | wasn't going to be a little bitch and admit it, so | finished the whole 
thing. 

And then | realized, again, that | definitely made a mistake. | was way too 
fucking high. My face was vibrating. 

| walked back the way | came and was getting close to the venue when | had 
to stop. One block away, where there’s some of that weird ass diagonal street 
parking, | saw two guys unloading a van. They were wearing these military style hats 
and | knew for sure they were cops looking for the pot they could smell from, like, a 
block away. 

| briskly walked by them and sat down on a bench outside next to Mike. | had 
no idea why he wasn't in the green room, but then again, at that moment | was 
totally incapable of even understanding what a green room even was. 

| turned to him. “I can feel the fucking makeup on my face.” 

He laughed. 

“No seriously, it’s so fucking heavy, dude.” 

It was only some of those war-paint football stripes you do under your eyes, 
but | could feel all of it. 


“Are you stoned?” 
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“Absolutely.” 

He laughed again. But this time it was more of a nervous laugh. 

“And dude, there are these fucking cops over there, and...” 

He glanced over in the direction | pointed as | was talking, and interrupted 
me. “You mean those guys?” He nodded in the same direction. 

“Shit, yeah.” 

“Fucking calm down dude. Look at what they're carrying.” 

| looked over. They were each carrying an amp into the venue that we just 
played. 

They were another band. 

They showed up late and saw none of the bands that had already played - 
like us - So they were still kind of assholes in my book, but at least they weren't 
cops. 

And then | realized, for about the third time, since | had forgotten, that | 
made a mistake and was way too fucking high. 

“Let's get out of here, dude.” Mike said once he saw the look of concern leave 
my face. 

“What, why?” 


“| just think we should get out of here.” 
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| wasn’t sure how long | had been gone to go smoke my joint a few blocks 
away, but in whatever amount of time that was, Mike had gotten up to some shit as 
well. He was up at the bar hitting on women twice his age - Mike always had this 
thing for moms and grandmas - when some woman - older than him, but not by 
that much - came over to him. 

“Hey, your set was awesome.” 

“Thanks. What's up with you?” 

His lust for grandmas was not exclusive, so they started to flirt. And they kept 
flirting until she let slip that she had just gotten out of prison. 

“Oh, shit, what were you in prison for?” 

Actually, it wasn’t the fact that she had been in prison that stopped him from 
flirting. It was why she had been in prison. 

“| stabbed my boyfriend.” 

“Oh, for real?” 

“Yeah. He was an asshole though. Had it coming.” 

“Damn, that’s crazy. Hey, I've got to get back to the green room.” 

Apparently she kept following him around. Any attempt he made to get away 
from her was unsuccessful. 

“Look, I've got to go take a shit. I'll be right back.” 


“Alright, let’s go.” 
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He eventually was able to slip outside without her seeing, and was sitting 
there on the bench smoking a cigarette when | came back. 

“Come on, we already loaded the shit into the van while you were gone. Let's 
get out of here.” 

“Why? There's still some bands | wanted to see and...” 

“Look, there’s this crazy chick that's following me. She just got out of prison, 
and | gave her Ag’s number when she asked for mine, and we have to go before she 
finds me again. Now.” 

She was standing right behind him when he said that. 

Before that day, or even after, | had never heard Mike let out a higher 
pitched yelp or saw him move as fast as he did. Except maybe that time he did a 
combat-roll under a half-opened garage door at a house show we played. Some guy 
was talking shit, and Mike damn near flew in ready to kick his ass. 

Ricky was waiting for us at the van, leaned onto it, also smoking a cigarette. 

“Finally lost that chick? Let's go.” He threw the cigarette onto the ground and 
crushed it under his boot. “Who's driving? Not me, because I’m drunk as fuck.” 

“Shit, so am I. Looks like you're it, Travis.” 

Ricky threw me the keys. | didn’t catch them with any sort of elegance, and 
fumbled as | grabbed at them. It was like | was trying to keep them airborne. 


Eventually, they landed on the ground with a jingle, and | just picked them up. 
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‘Yo, I'm baked as fuck, guys. | don’t think that's a good...” 

“Just drive slowly, dipshit.” 

At five miles per hour, it took us like twenty or thirty minutes to get back to 
the hotel. But we got back without any incident. No one else was on the road, and 
lucky for us, | guess, there’s not a lot of cops here at two in the morning. 

“Yo, what happened to Ag?” | asked as | was brushing out the rat’s nest that 
was my hair in the hotel bathroom. 

“Oh shit, Ag was with us. Wasn't he?” 

Ag had hitched a ride with us to this fest and was going to crash on the floor 
of our hotel room. In exchange all he had to do was help us load and unload gear. 
Be a roadie and shit. 

And then we forgot him at the venue in the chaos of joints, and cops, and 
prison chicks. 

“He'll be fine. Probably.” 

He was fine. We picked him up outside the venue on our way out of town and 
he told us about how he ended up banging the prison chick in the venue bathroom 
after we left. 


Ag was fucking crazy. 
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Chapter Three: Stupid Songs 


My self-reminiscing didn’t stop for the entire drive back home. Six and a half 
hours back to Portland. All of it lost in thought. | remembered all the dumb shit we 
did. And all the fun we had doing it. 

It's not like we stopped having fun after Mike quit though. We had plenty of 
fun afterwards. Did plenty more stupid shit. I’ve got plenty of memories from those 
days too. But after we went on our first tour, recorded our first album, and did all 
that, it became more of a business than anything else. It became a fucking job. 

Don't get me wrong, it was the best fucking job in the world. But, like, when 
Mike left it was the end of the era when we were dumb kids doing dumb shit. We 
were becoming professional musicians. 

| mean, we could still do dumb shit. In fact, it was often encouraged. But it 
was different. 

Everything became different. 

Maybe my future therapist will be able to help me figure out exactly what it 
was. 

Who knows. 

It had been a long day driving back from Boise, and | had a band to record 


tomorrow. So | needed to spend some time getting the studio in order. 
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They were some generic verb the noun or noun the verb kind of band with 
songs exclusively about getting dumped at their hometown pizza parlor or some 
shit. They sent me their demo a few weeks ago. It was awful. 

Awful may even be too light of a word to describe it. It was some of the worst 
fucking music | have ever heard. And I've heard a lot of awful music. 

Back in the day, we once played a show in someone's basement that was not 
only opened by a harsh noise act, but closed by another one. Two different harsh 
noise groups. For fuck’s sake. Some people get down to that kind of music - if you 
can even call it music - but | am not one of them. The only thing it did for me is 
make me want to kill myself. 

This band was worse. It made me want to kill other people, and then myself. 

I'd call it a trainwreck, but one of those harsh noise groups actually sampled 
a legitimate trainwreck and somehow made it sound better than the shit these kids 
were spewing out. 

So why did | agree to record them? 

Money. 

That was it. 

They - or more likely their parents - paid in advance for two weeks of studio 


time. | even jacked up my usual rate with an excuse that I’d need to change my 
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ticket and fly back early from Boise. Still, they paid the rate, and | didn’t have any 
more good excuses. 

| don’t want to come off as a pretentious fuck. Even if | am. 

Plus, | never fly to Boise from Portland. | never saw the point in flying 
somewhere | could easily drive to. 

Whatever. 

Sunday night passed, Monday morning came, and this group of five teenage 
dipshits crowded around my mixing board waiting for me to tell them what to do. 

“Can't we all do it together? That's how we did our demo.” 

‘Yeah, sure. That is if you want to have spent all this money just to make 
another demo. Otherwise, you do what | tell you, when | tell you to do it, and how | 
tell you to do it. Now which one of you is the fucking drummer?” 

“Me.” 

“Alright, get in there, and get comfortable. But don’t touch the mics. Which 
one of you is the guitarist?” 

“Lam.” 

“Same thing. Get in, get ready, and don't touch.” 

The first thing we did was record a guide track with only the drums and 
guitar. With how much these kids fucked up their own songs, | thought it was 


necessary, and it took the entire day. At least this thing was a four-track EP, and not 
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an album, or else we'd be here for months trying to get a single good take out of 
them. 

Although, with the amount they paid me | don’t think | could complain that 
much if it took months. | wouldn't have to worry about bills the entire time. 

The second day we spent recording the drums over the guide tracks. The 
third day we did the same thing with guitar, and then could finally trash the guide 
tracks. Fourth day was bass, and fifth was vocals. 

| always take the weekends off, and | didn’t change my policy for this band. 
Fuck, | didn’t even change it for Ag’s band when they came to record their EP. | 
wasn't trying to work myself to death. This was my retirement after all. 

Then Monday came again, and | told them that they didn’t need to show up. | 
was going to spend the next week touching up the tracks. Mixing and mastering. All 
that shit. 

If | needed them for something | would let them know. But | Knew | wouldn't 
need them. 

That didn’t stop the bassist and vocalist from showing up though. 

| had actually planned on just rushing through the post-production stuff in, 
like, two days, and then spend the rest of the week goofing off, but whatever. | 
guess it just meant that | had to space out my work. That, or do a more thorough 


job. 
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As if. 

| spaced shit out. 

“So is this what you always wanted to do?” the bassist asked me on Thursday. 
The process was almost over, and I'd probably never have to see these guys again. 

Unless they invited me to their release party. Assuming bands even do that 
anymore. Assuming I'd even go. 

“You do know who | am, right? Well, more like who | was.” | definitely 
sounded pretentious as fuck. 

‘Yeah dude, my uncle gave me both your albums.” 

| was actually kind of shocked. “Really?” 

He nodded. “But like, was this whole thing...” He gestured around at the 
studio. “...the studio thing, like, always your backup plan?” 

“Nah, it was actually my original plan.” 

This time he sounded shocked. “Really?” 

‘Yeah. | Knew somewhere down the line, we'd break up. Every band does. 
Yours will too; don’t kid yourself. And | didn’t want to end up fat, washed up, and 
doing reunion shows every time | ran out of money. And | definitely didn’t want to 
get some bullshit reality TV show. When we were done, | wanted to keep doing 
something that would make sure that more kids like us got the same chance we 


did.” 
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“So you wanted to have your own studio to record them, right?” 

‘Yeah, exactly.” 

“That's cool as shit, man.” 

Their music was awful, but | started to think that, maybe, these kids were 
alright. At least this one was. 

Or maybe | just cut him some slack because he was a bassist too. Bassists are 
always the ones getting shit on, so maybe | felt some kind of camaraderie with him. 
Even if his music was total fucking ass. 

But that’s just something else to figure out in therapy, | guess. 

‘Yeah, and it pays the rent.” 

Actually, it was a mortgage, but that's not the point. Saying rent makes me 
feel more authentic. 

When | first moved to Portland | was lucky enough to have found this 
rundown, two-story, mixed use building hidden away in some downtown alley. The 
top floor had - some day long ago - been a sizable one bedroom apartment. The 
bottom floor looked to have been a shop of some kind, but had been taken care of 
as well as the apartment above it. It was shit. 

It was perfect. 

Well, it became perfect after a few grand spent in renovations and 


soundproofing. 
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The down payment on the place - plus all the additional work to make it 
actually livable - pretty much blew all the money | had made from the few years we 
were making albums and playing tours and shit. | mean, at least what money | had 
left over from rehab. 

Damn, rehab was expensive. 

But, fuck, what else was | going to spend it on? Going through rehab sure did 
limit my options for financial black holes, so property ownership and my own 
business were all that was left, | guess. 

Sure, my rockstar retirement came sooner than | wanted it to but at least | got 
the chance to make it happen. Not a lot of people can say that. 

Most people in my position end up dead from an overdose or playing ina 
cover band or something. 

| didn’t know which one | thought was worse. 

| guess I've done a lot with my life for only being in my thirties. 

Friday morning came, and the bassist didn’t show up alone. The rest of them 
appeared as well to pick up the final cuts of the tracks. And | still hoped that | would 
never have to see them again afterwards. Even if | was starting to like the bassist. 
Well, maybe not /ike. 

Tolerate? 


Sure, why not? 


Dharma Of The Trash Queens - Written by Chris Blankenship - Page 28 


Copyright © 2023 Chris Blankenship - www.chrisblankenship.lol 


| was even considering asking them to leave me out of the liner notes but 
that'd probably just cause too much shit. 

And, the more | thought about it, the more | thought that maybe it would be 
a good thing to get some credit from them. Hell, if half their friends’ parents had 
half as much money as their parents did, and liked the production well enough, 
then maybe | wouldn't have to worry about money for a long time. 

Still, no matter who it was, | always preferred to hand over a physical copy of 
the final cuts. It’s one of the few principles | have. Just, something about uploading 
them and sharing a private link to some folder somewhere online seemed so 
impersonal. 

They actually thanked me, and then the bassist gave me a cassette tape. 

A fucking cassette tape. It’s fucking Two Thousand and Thirty Nine, and this 
kid handed me a fucking cassette tape. 

It wasn't even a professionally produced one. It was literally, like, a store 
bought blank cassette tape, with something scrawled on the little paper they have 
in that front part of the plastic cassette box. 

If it was a professionally made tape my reaction would have probably been 
different. | mean, fuck, all the best Grind and Black Metal bands seem to exclusively 


put out their releases on cassette. But at least they still put some pride in ordering 
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black or blood red cassettes and professionally printing out their illegibly written 
names on decent paper. 

But on this tape you could read the name clearly, and it didn’t seem like it 
was anything heavy. Dharma. 

“What is this?” 

“It's a cassette.” 

‘Yeah, I’m not fucking blind, dude.” 

“It’s this band called ‘Dharma’.” 

‘Yeah, I'm not illiterate either. Why are you giving this to me?” 

“| dunno. | thought you might like it. Something to say thanks for your work 
on our EP.” 

“Alright. Well, do you know anything about them? What do they sound like?” 

“They're kind of mellow. I'd never heard of them until | saw this tape. | got it 
from a guy, who said he found it at a record store in Seattle, and | dunno. 
Something about it made me think you'd like it.” 

“Okay, well, thanks man.” 

“No problem. And thank you!” 

Once they all cleared out | went upstairs and put on a pot of coffee. 

| didn’t see any reason to go to sleep this early. | mean, there was no reason 


not to either. | had nothing to do. It was going to be another night alone. 


Dharma Of The Trash Queens - Written by Chris Blankenship - Page 30 


Copyright © 2023 Chris Blankenship - www.chrisblankenship.lol 


Whatever. 

| had the rest of the weekend - and pretty much most of the next week - 
free. No one was booked here until next Thursday. And even then it was just these 
two guys looking to do a demo for their two-piece Garage Rock thing. Something | 
could knock out in a day. And from what | heard, they were decent, so | wasn't going 
to fuck around and make them pay for more time than they needed to. 

| don’t know why they didn't just record their demo themselves, but if they 
wanted to pay me for it, so be it. 

| spent the weekend smoking joints and listening to some records. So 
basically the same thing | did every weekend. 

| forgot about the tape until Monday and decided to throw it into my stereo 
while | looked online for any deals on equipment. It’s not like anything was broken, 
but there were a few things | was looking to upgrade. Assuming the price was right, 
y'know? 

| made sure to wind up the tape so it wouldn't unspool as it played and ruin 
this very thoughtful gift. Or my stereo. | was mostly worried about my stereo. 

| let it play for a little while, but | found my thoughts drifting away from the 
exciting task of comparing prices of different preamps. For some reason | was 
thinking about that day. 


The day Ricky left. 
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Chapter Four: Gimme Heroin 


It was eleven years ago. 

Three years after Mike quit. 

Three years after we went on our first tour. 

Three years of working our asses off to make a name for ourselves. 

But we finally did it. Our second album and our first world tour to promote it. 

Actually, we were supporting another, much bigger, band, so it really wasn't 
our tour, but whatever. 

Pretty much any time a band says they're on a world tour they really just 
mean America, a few cities in Canada, a few cities in Europe, and Tokyo. And that 
was true for us too. Maybe at one point Hong Kong too, but with the shit going on 
between us and China recently, no one was going there anymore. 

| mean, there was plenty of shit going on in the Pacific Northwest too but that 
never stopped anything here. Sure, we all had seen some shit on the news, and 
even knew a few guys who had been mugged or beaten up or whatever, but it 
seemed like the worst of it never really got to us, y'know? 

Fuck, man, I'd love to see Hong Kong. Maybe after all this shit blows over, | 


will. 
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Our dates around here though, from Boise to Portland to Seattle to 
Vancouver, all went smoothly. 

Fuck, well, maybe the reason why no one fucked with us because of the guys 
who were involved in all that shit. Back in the day it was like all the guys who ended 
up starting the CLF - at least the Boise chapter of it - were always hanging around 
our shows. Yeah, | thought | even remembered one of them saying that we were 
under their protection. | don’t know how true it is since it was actually one of their 
new guys who said it, and it’s not like we ever had to pay them protection money or 
anything, but | wasn’t going to try and find out either way. 

Shit, well, wouldn't that have made us a bigger target for the people that 
hated the CLF? And believe me, there’s no shortage of hate for a militia openly 
calling themselves socialists or anarchists or whatever the fuck they are. 

It wasn't something | was looking to find out either. 

Ignorance is bliss, | guess. 

Anyways, we were in Miami. The last stop in North America before we flew 
over to Europe, and then to Japan for the tour's final show. While we were in Rome 
we were supposed to meet with some record execs from a label in Berlin to work 


out a contract, and then we would sign it in Tokyo once the tour was over. 
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Before we left for the tour | made a joke to Max - the guy who was our latest 
drummer - that this contract-signing-plan-thing was kind of our own little Tripartite 
Pact. 

He had no idea what | was talking about. 

This dumb fuck dropped out in ninth grade and couldn't tell you what 
happened last year, let alone almost a hundred. Like, I’m not saying that | read 
encyclopedias for fun, but fuck, dude, | at least know what the fuck World War Two 
was. 

Even though he was an idiot, he was a fucking great drummer. 

God damnit, he was fantastic. 

Ricky thought it was funny. But he still punched me over it. That was our 
agreement though. He told me that | could make all the jokes about Nazi Germany 
and the Axis powers that | wanted, so long as he got to punch me afterwards. It 
didn’t matter if he laughed, he still got to punch me. 

He laughed at a lot of them. 

| agreed to the whole thing, though. | mean, fuck, he was Jewish after all. If 
anyone deserves to punch someone over shit like that, it’s the Jews. 

He said it was to keep me in check and make sure | didn’t joke my way into 
accidentally becoming a bonehead, but | just think he wanted a reason to punch 


me. Because like fuck would | shave my fucking head. That, and we used to get into 
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plenty of fights with the boneheads who would show up to shows we were at. | 
think he knew where | stood on those Nazi skinhead fucks. 

Maybe that’s why the CLF guys came out to our shows. 

Huh. 

Politics are boring, but | fucking hate Nazis. 

Our show in Miami was supposed to be a blowout. The last one in America 
before we went international. | mean, sure, we had been to Canada before, but 
that’s basically America so | don’t think it really counts. 

And four hours before our set Ricky still hadn't left his hotel room. 

The plan was to grab something to eat at the hotel restaurant, leave, and get 
to the venue - which was an hour drive away without traffic - to do all the bullshit 
we had to do before going on stage. | don’t know why we didn't get a closer hotel. 

| also didn’t know why we always had to get there early. It’s not like we had 
any pyro or lighting or anything to set up, but whatever. Fuck, if we ever needed fire 
for something | just grabbed a can of hairspray and a lighter. 

| did that a lot. 

It’s fun as shit. 

“Where the fuck is he.” 

Our tour manager, Scott, looked at me like | was an idiot and just shrugged. 


“Don't we pay you for this kind of shit?” 
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“Y’all pay me to book the hotels, book the flights, and hold on to your 
passports so you don't sell them for blow. Again. Waking up that asshole ain't in my 
job description.” 

“Whatever, prick.” 

“Yeah, fuck you too, Travis. Go get that lazy asshole so we can get on out on 
the road.” 

“Up yours.” 

| stood there for a second, but eventually gave up waiting for Scott to do 
anything, and went up the stairs myself. | walked over to the door and kicked it 
open. 

Steel-toed boots are a necessity on tour. 

“Get the fuck up.” 

There was no response. 

“Get the fuck up, dude. Showtime.” 

Still no response. 

And that’s when | saw it. 

There was a fucking needle in his arm. 

None of us were perfect. We all had been drinking and smoking pot since, 


like, middle school. Started dropping acid and eating mushrooms in high school. 
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Did as much coke as we could get our hands on as soon as we Started playing 
shows. Pills, speed, fuck, even cough syrup. All of it was fair game. 

All of it except one thing. 

Heroin. 

Fucking heroin. 

Well, like, also meth. But after one my toothless cousins from Twin Falls 
offered Ricky a blowjob for, like, fifteen bucks it lost any allure it may have had for 
us. It had no glamor to it. 

But heroin was different. 

Artists did heroin. Musicians did heroin. Writers did heroin. It had glamor. 
And that was what made us so worried about it. At least, that’s what made me so 
worried about it. 

Fucking heroin. 

And he was shooting it up too. Maybe | wouldn't have been such a dick about 
everything if he was just smoking it or something. But he was shooting it up. 

That shit killed bands. Either by killing the asshole who was doing it, or just, 
like, killing their drive to do anything except it. It didn’t matter which one it was. 


They were pretty much the same to me. A waste of life. 
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| saw it way too many times with way too many guys we knew. Bands ended 
before they could ever get anywhere, or they crashed down and wasted all their 
hard work. As soon as heroin came along that shit always happened. 

Heroin ends the party. And | didn’t want the fucking party to end. 

Until that moment | thought that's one thing that we had all agreed on. 

But what the fuck did | know? 

Ricky and | had stopped really talking to each other by that point. There were 
a bunch of reasons why, but most of it was over songwriting and attention. Cocaine 
probably played a part too. 

That shit always turned someone into the worst version of themselves, and | 
wasn't an exception to that at all. Ricky sure as fuck wasn’t either. 

Mike was a big part of our early songwriting. That's not to say that Ricky and | 
did nothing back then, but, goddamnit, Mike was one of the best musicians that | 
had ever met. And when he left, it was up to Ricky and | to take over. 

Not to jerk myself off or anything, but we wrote some great songs together 
too. 

Ricky became the guy who wrote most of the riffs, and | ended up writing 
most of the lyrics. | thought that he was getting too full of himself by singing lyrics 


that | wrote. And | guess he thought that | was getting jealous of all the attention he 


Dharma Of The Trash Queens - Written by Chris Blankenship - Page 38 


Copyright © 2023 Chris Blankenship - www.chrisblankenship.lol 


was getting as the guy who sang and played guitar. | mean, fuck, | sang too. | sang 
lead on half our shit. But | guess no one cares about the bassist. 

Whatever. 

Maybe we were both right. Or maybe we were just two coked-out assholes 
fighting about pointless shit. Or maybe both. Probably both. 

Damn, who needs therapy. | was figuring this shit out myself. 

| ended up tearing the needle out of his arm, and flushing the bag of dope 
that was on the floor next to him. | don’t know if he said anything. Fuck, | didn’t 
even check if he was breathing. | was pissed. 

| went back down the stairs, and got in Scott's face. 

“Motherfucker's shooting up. | just flushed all that | could find. Call an 
ambulance, and have them narcan his ass, and then do your job and get him to the 
venue. Max and | are leaving. Meet us there.” 

And that was the last time | ever saw Ricky. 

Scott told me that he did get Ricky to the venue. But | didn’t see him. In fact, | 
refused to get anywhere near him until we were supposed to go on. If | did | 
probably would have decked him. 

In fact, | was planning to do it. 

| mean, | was going to wait until after our set so it didn’t ruin his little pretty 


boy face and so he didn’t cause a scene that would fuck things up, but whatever. 
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Maybe | should still go to therapy. 

Scott also told me that he was taking the cost to repair the hotel room door 
from my cut of the tour profits. 

Fifteen minutes after our set was supposed to begin | made another bill for 
Scott to pay with my money by kicking down Ricky’s dressing room door. 

And he wasn't there. 

He did leave a note though. 

The note said he was going to Vietnam. 

We had to drop off the tour. 

Scott returned all of our airline tickets and used the money to hire private 
investigators to look for Ricky. He tried to use all the money we had made on the 
tour so far, but | told him not to touch my cut. | told him that he could use Ricky's 
though. 

He found some Pls here and some Pls in Southeast Asia too and sent them to 
work looking for Ricky. We called the cops too, but they wanted to wait on the Pls. 

When we told people that he was missing and that we were looking for him, 
there was a flood of support. The label we were supposed to sign with threw some 
cash our way to help pay the Pls. Fans donated money too. A few friends organized 


benefit shows. 
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The Pls made some decent progress the first couple of weeks they were 
looking. They found that his apartment had been trashed, that his bank accounts 
had been emptied, that his phone had been cut off, and that he had bought a ticket 
for a same-day-flight to Saigon. But then they started hitting walls. They looked over 
and over again, but there were no signs anyone had been with him in his 
apartment when it was being trashed; no fingerprints or footprints or anything. And 
apparently the bank and the phone company and the airline all checked his ID. 
Security camera footage showed no one else was with him either. 

A month after Ricky disappeared, the Pls said there wasn’t much more they 
could do. And then the cops said that since it didn’t seem like he was coerced into 
leaving, they couldn't do jack shit either. 

And then the support started to dry up. 

Fans, friends, the label. No one saw the point in wasting any more money on 
someone who - if he wasn't already dead - was sure as hell trying to make it look 
like he was. 

And that was the end of our band. 

On the Nineteenth of November in Two Thousand and Twenty Three, the 
Snake River Trash Queens formed in Boise, Idaho. Six months later they shortened 


their name to the Trash Queens. 
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On the Twenty Ninth of September in Two Thousand and Twenty Eight, the 
day they were supposed to play a show in Miami, the Trash Queens were over. It 
took a little while for that fact to sink in though. 

We did end up meeting with another label afterwards. Not the one we 
planned on meeting with in Berlin that gave us all that cash to search for Ricky. That 
label gave up on us after the Pls did. The label we met with though wasn't even one 
of our top thirty, but we didn't think we had much of a choice anymore. 

They wanted to set us up with a new singer so we could record our third 
album and make them a fuckton of money. They didn’t realize that our thing here 
was over. How could they? | hadn't accepted it either. 

Max and | had one or two practices with the new guy before Max ended up 
quitting. He had other projects, and didn’t want to waste his time on this dead end 
band anymore. Looking back, | don’t blame him. 

| tried looking for a new drummer, but then the new singer guy quit. The 
label found some guys who were probably going somewhere, and hooked him up 
with them. 

| did end up listening to the band they put him with. 

They fucking sucked. They never made it anywhere, and | guess he had to go 


back to his day job. | didn’t know if how bad they sucked was due to shitty 
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musicianship, or if the label had a more active hand in it. Either way, | was glad | 
never signed anything with them. They probably would have fucked me over too. 

Still, after he quit, it was just me left. 

And then | called it quits too. 

Four months after we were over, | finally accepted the truth. That we were 
over. That there was nothing left to do. 

So | went into rehab and quit everything besides cigarettes and the 
occasional joint. Then | bought the studio and started my rockstar retirement 
before | got to really enjoy being a rockstar. 

| didn’t know what it was about this tape that made me think about all of 
that. | didn’t even know why | was still listening to it. It wasn’t particularly good. It 
wasn't bad either. Just some Canadian Indie band that sounded like a hundred 
other Canadian Indie bands. Generic as all hell. 

Especially that singer. He sounded super fucking familiar. 

Wait. 

No way. No fucking way. 


No. Fucking. Way. 
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Chapter Five: Nausea 


It had to be. 

It had to be. 

It just fucking had to be. 

That voice. 

| Knew that voice. 

They never found the body. They could never say that he actually died. 
It had to fucking be him. 

Who were they? Who was this band? 

| was going to be sick. 

Dharma. They were called Dharma. That's what it said on the tape. 
How original. 

No. It had to be a coincidence. 

Where were they from? 

| needed to breathe. 

| lit up a cigarette. | never smoked these things inside, but fuck it. One 


cigarette’s worth of fucking up my walls wasn’t worth worrying about. 
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| needed to calm down. And this was the only way that worked anymore. If | 
didn’t calm down I'd honestly, probably, punch a hole in the wall. More damage 
than could be done from a single fucking cigarette. 

Alright, where were they from? The tape had nothing on it besides their 
name and a track list. 

Fucking Dharma. 

Were they from Seattle? They had to be. That kid said he found the tape ina 
record store there. 

Only someone from Seattle who was stuck in the Nineties would use that 
kind of name anyways. They had to be from Seattle. 

How do | know they weren't actually from the Nineties? 

| didn’t. So | needed to find out. 

There was nothing online. No page on any of the sites | knew about. No info 
on releases, shows. No reviews. Nothing. 

There were like six other bands with the same name though. Six other bands 
and none of them played this Indie shit. Death Metal, Shoegaze, fuck, even, 
Blackgaze, and everything fucking else. None of them were them. 

| felt like | was looking for a ghost. Jesus fucking Christ. 


Wait. There was something. 
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There was a show, like, a month ago in Vancouver. Dharma and some other 
bands with equally stupid names. 

Fuckin’ A. They mentioned their next show in this post too. 

An open mic thing. It was tonight. Six tonight. 

Fuck. 

Alright, it was only noon. If they said six, that means doors had to be at six. 
Music wouldn't start until at least seven. Right? Six thirty at the earliest. And 
Vancouver was, like, a six hour drive, right? 

| Knew that, even with traffic, | should be able to make it. 

| hoped my passport wasn't already expired. 

Cool, it wasn't. 

| got in the car and drove. Up the Five and through Seattle for the longest 
seven hours of my life. Three hundred and some miles. 

Fuck border crossings. Fucking bullshit. Took an extra hour. 

| parked three blocks away from the venue. 

It was some little standalone garage in some random ass neighborhood. Like 
one of those places we played our first shows. The shows that would always get 
shut down by the cops for noise complaints from the neighbors. 


| guess Indie bands didn't have to worry about shit like that. Quiet pricks. 
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| didn’t know why | parked three blocks away. There were plenty of spots 
closer. Maybe | wanted to give myself some distance just in case something 
happened. | had no idea what would happen. 

But | knew | definitely needed therapy. 

But not tonight. Tonight, | needed answers. 

| had to be fucking crazy. 

There was no way it was him. 

| handed five bucks to the guy at the door and slipped into the back of the 
small venue. He looked at me weird when it was American dollars and not 
Canadian, but he didn’t not take my money. 

What was the exchange rate? Did | overpay? 

Who cared? It was five bucks. 

Dharma was already playing. It was just one guy. A fucking solo project. 
Acoustic/electric guitar plugged into a shitty combo amp, one of those 
foot-pedal-drum things. 

He was bent down looking at the drum thing, so | couldn't see his face. And it 
was an instrumental part so he wasn't singing either. 

| did see that his head was shaved. Or maybe he was bald? | couldn't tell from 
this distance, but it didn’t matter. 


It wasn't him. It couldn't be him. 
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For one thing, Ricky would never shave his head. No way. He loved his 
fucking hair too much. And even if he did end up going bald, he was the kind of guy 
who would have bought seven of the same wigs just so he could wear a different 
one each day of the week. That way none of them would get worn out. 

He was always a vain prick. 

That, and he always hated one-man projects. | never did find out why, but he 
just did. 

It just wouldn't make sense if it was him. 

| mean, what the fuck? Why would he even be in Vancouver? 

It just had to be some guy who kind-of sounded like him. Some depressed 
thirty-something playing shitty music that was written for depressed teenagers to 
depressed twenty somethings in a depressing garage-venue-thing. 

That was the only way this whole thing could make sense. 

In fact, how did | even know this guy actually sounded anything like Ricky? He 
still hadn't sung anything yet. 

Maybe the cassette was fucked up, and | just misheard. How many people 
played it before that kid found it in Seattle? It was probably only one more play 
away from getting chewed up in my stereo. And it was probably recorded on one of 


those little shoebox tape players too. 
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How was | that fucking stupid? Wasting nearly a third of a day to drive to 
Vancouver. 

He leaned back up and started singing. 

Fuck. 

The tape hadn't been worn out. 

It was him. 

Ricky. 

Fuck. 

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 

| wasn’t sure how long | stood in the back. It could have been only a few 
seconds. Maybe a few minutes. For fuck’s sake, it could have been hours for all | 
knew. 

| Knew it hadn’t been hours. But fuck, if it didn’t feel like it. 

Almost every conceivable way that time could be measured lost its meaning 
to me the moment | saw him. Seconds were the same as hours were the same as 
minutes were the same as months. 

Only one still made any sense. 

Eleven years. 

Eleven. Fucking. Years. 


That motherfucker made me waste them away. 


Dharma Of The Trash Queens - Written by Chris Blankenship - Page 49 


Copyright © 2023 Chris Blankenship - www.chrisblankenship.lol 


And why? Why did he do it? Why the fuck did he leave? Why the fuck did he 
disappear? Where the fuck had he been? What the fuck had he been doing all this 
time? 

| needed answers. | deserved answers. 

And | was going to fucking get them. 

That fucking junkie prick. 

He was still playing by the time | had made it outside the venue and around 
back to throw up. 

| don’t think he saw me. 


| kept a tire iron in the trunk of my car. You never know when you might need 


| felt like | might need it. 

| Knew | would need it. 

Time still didn’t make sense, but | was at the back of the venue again. 
Standing right next to my puddle of vomit. Tire iron clenched tightly in my hand. 

| heard him playing still. | didn’t know how much longer he would be on, but 
it didn’t matter either. | would be right here waiting. 

The music stopped. 

| heard his voice. He’s outside. 


My grip tightened. 
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His footsteps were coming closer. 

“Ricky!” 

He stopped and looked at me. There was fear in his eyes. 

| looked right back at him. 

My vision narrowed, and he was all | could see. My ears started ringing. 
Everything felt like it was on fire. 

| moved one step forward. | could see his eyes more clearly now. | could see 
the fear. 

But something was wrong. He was afraid. But it wasn’t because of me. 


“You should have stayed gone.” 


Dharma Of The Trash Queens - Written by Chris Blankenship - Page 51 


Copyright © 2023 Chris Blankenship - www.chrisblankenship.lol 
Chapter Six: Bloodstains 
Something was wrong. 
My arm ached. 
It was hard to breathe. 
Ricky. 
Where was Ricky? 
Vancouver. 
| was in Vancouver. 
No. This wasn’t Vancouver. The walls were familiar here. 
It wasn't Vancouver. 
| was at home. Somehow | got home. 
My arm ached. 
| was just in Vancouver. | know that | was just in Vancouver. But, then | was 
home. 
How did | get home? 
| didn’t remember how | got home. 
What happened? 
How did | get home? 
My arm ached. 


| was going to be sick. 
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Ricky. 

What happened to Ricky? 

| had a tire iron. | yelled his name. | was going to hit him. 

Then | said something else. 

No. Then he said something. 

No. He didn’t say anything either. 

He was on the ground. He wasn’t moving. 

But | didn’t hit him. 

| had to have hit him though. He was on the ground. He wasn’t moving. 
Blood. 

No. Something happened. 

| didn’t hit him. 

There was someone else. 

Someone else said something. 

Who was it? 

How did | get home? 

It was hard to breathe. 

My arm ached. 

My thoughts kept going in circles. They were repeating. 


My arm ached. 
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Something wasn't right. 


Blood. There was blood. Ricky was on the ground and there was blood. He 


wasn't moving. 


hand. 


There was something in my arm. What was in my arm? 


There was blood on my arm. A stream of it down my arm. A pool of it in my 


If | tried hard | could touch it. 
Blood. 


There was something there. There was something in my arm. Sticking out of 


What was in my arm? 

Something was wrong. 

| felt sick. 

A date. 

He said something about a date. 

October. 

When in October? 

| didn’t remember. 

October. Three years from now. Two Thousand and Forty Two. 


Why October? Why three years from now? Why was it important? 
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| didn’t remember. 

No. He told me. 

What did he tell me? 

| didn’t remember. 

Something kept me from remembering. 

Why was it important? 

| can’t remember. 

But that’s why he left. He was hiding. Ricky was hiding. 
Someone was after him. 

Who? 

They were there. 

They said something. They were the one that said something. Not me. 
What did they say? | yelled his name and then they said something. 
They were watching him. They were watching me. 

For how long? 

| found him for them. Did I? 

They let him tell me why. Then blood. 

What was it? 

| didn’t remember. 


Why? 
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Something was wrong. 

It felt like someone was standing on my chest. 
They brought me home. 

Why? 

They said no one would be surprised. 

Surprised about what? 

Why did everything hurt? 

Oh, god. | felt it. 

| Knew what it was. 

They put something in me. In my arm. There was a needle in my arm. 
It was in my blood. 

Blood. There was blood everywhere. 

Ricky. 

My arm. 

Blood. 

| was going to die. 

| Knew it. | felt it. lt was getting harder to breathe. 
No. 


| refused. 
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Whoever it was, | wasn't going to let them have this. | refused to let them do 
it to me. 

| was the one who was going to decide this. 

| was in my chair. My studio chair. The mixing board was in front of me. 

| was home. 

My arm ached. 

Everything ached. 

Drawer. There was a drawer just under it. Under it and to the right. 

| Kept a gun in there. Nine millimeter handgun. Loaded. 

Everything ached as | opened the drawer and reached in. 

| wrapped my hand around it. Blood smeared on the metal and plastic. 

The ache turned into searing pain. It shot through my arm. | felt it 
everywhere. 

My entire body shook. It was hard to steady myself. 

| couldn't breathe anymore. | was out of breath. There was nothing left in my 
lungs. Nothing left to exhale. | was getting lightheaded. 

The gun was heavy. 

| got it up to my head. | rested it against my temple. 

| clicked the safety off. 


My finger slowly wrapped around the trigger and | started to pull. 
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